


WELCOME TO THE THIRD ISSUE OF STANDARD iSSUE 
TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAGAZINE!!! 

Hope you like articles about poo and comix about drugs! If you 
don’t, you’re in for a rough ride.... 

FREE WAYNE BRADY!! 
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MADE BY THIS BUNCH OF SCUZZES: 
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-Ben Jensen, Ottawawesome, January 27, 2008 


Artists/Comix makers: Ben Jensen, 
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About Standard iSsue Trainwreck-Of-A-Magazine This is the best magazine in the world and you got it for free cuz we made it for free cuz we made it illegally. This 
magazine is based out of Ottawa(wesome), Ontario, Canada and is being hanged from the neck until it is dead at midnight tonight. Come watch and buy a t-shirt. Bring 
the kids. To make this magazine (and history), we received no financial aid or government grants or any of that nonsense, and it shows (like the binding?). Our next issue’ll 
probably come out in the spring, but only if your mom’s lucky. If you need to contact Standard iSsue for ANY reason, send an e-mail to jensen_ben@hotmail.com. If you 
need a street address for an album you want reviewed or something, e-mail me and ask for it. Our website is STANDARDISSUEMAG.COM and it’s way better than MySpace. 
But we do have that too. Go to MYSPACE.COM/STANDARDISSUEMAG if you wanna be internet friends with us. We’ve got PDFs of the first two issues up there too, in case 
you were too busy being lame and missed them. This issue goes out to Oliver Cat. RIP, prince. 
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WRITTEN AND PHOTOGRAPHED BY BEN JENSEN 



Kids these days probably think a "punk rock washroom” has an onsite tailor, high-speed internet and a stylist highlighting your bangs 
while you shit. But kids these days are retarded. They think punk rock’s about feelings and which parts of the mall you shop in. 


The washroom I’m about to show you is a real punk rock washroom. It’s in the Double Down Saloon in Las Vegas. It was so awesome, 

I took some photos and then I wrote some words about the photos, and then I stuck the words and photos in the third issue of my 
zine so you could read an awesome article about how awesome it was. Hold your ass, here comes the first photo! 



Alright. The first thing you might notice here is that there’s a 
urinal right beside a regular toilet. If it’s a one-man-at-a-time 
washroom and it has a regular toilet, then why is there also a uri¬ 
nal? The urinal’s there so you can take a shit if the sink’s already 
full of piss. Also, the little patch of floor between the toilet and 
the urinal makes a cozy little spot to shoot dope. 

You might also notice there are stickers and graffiti ALL OVER the 
toilet, even on the gross parts. That’s cuz you can write 'RED 
FANG’ or stick your grindcore band’s sticker on any ol’ bus or 
homeless guy, but it’s not gonna mean shit until you risk social 
disease by putting it on something covered in piss and the ghost 
of every ass that ever touched it. Hygiene’s for preps. 

And obviously there’s no mirror over the sink. A mirror screwed 
to the wall is impossible to do cheap speed off of, so it has no 
place in punk rock. Constantly checking up on your hair/face/ 
make-up situation is not punk. Save that for the indie rockers. 
On to the next photo: 


Everyone knows that a punk rock washroom should have the word 
"FUCK” spray-painted on the wall. And when it comes to the 
rudest word your grandma knows, bigger is always better. In 
this case, the washroom was so small, and the FUCK was so big, 

I couldn’t even fit it all in one photo, no matter how I contorted 
my wretched body. This was my closest attempt. "FUC”. I also 
have a shot that has the "UCK” part in it, but I chose to run this 
one, cuz, phonetically, it still says f fuck’. Way to go on your gi¬ 
ant r fuck’, Double Down! 

Well, that’s it. Why the hell did I beat an article out of this, 
you ask? Two reasons: 1) This article marks our entry into the 
exciting world of photo journalism, putting us right up there with 
MacLean’s and all that other wack shit they put in the waiting 
room at places I never go, like the dentist. 

2) This washroom’s a perfect reminder of what makes punk rock 
awesome: making do with what you got, and fucking shit up. 

Anyway, this washroom gets a high five from Standard iSsue for 
its excellence in being awesome! Next time YOU have to go 
poop, hold it in 'til you get to the Double Down Saloon in Vegas 
or be a poseur. 





SUE SOFT ROCK 



My work makes me listen to soft rock. So I wanna sue my work. 
I wanna sue its fuckin’ face off. 


secrets to pop-music success. These songs are MADE to get in your brain 
and start eating. And I’m being subjected to these sticky little pieces of 
shit for an eight hour period, five days a week. 


I wanna sue it til its ass explodes and it screams like a howler monkey 
pitched into the sun. 

But I got no money for a lawyer, so I’m just gonna float my story out 
there, and maybe some eager, headline-seeking hotshot’ll know a slam 
dunk when he sees one and take my case pro-boner. 

So here’s what’s up with what’s going down: I work in an educational toy 
supplier’s warehouse. I put up with a lot of weird shit, but it’s an alright 
job except for one giant kick in the dick: I’m forced to listen to Majicl00 
(Ottawa’s soft rock radio station) all day every day. 

Majicl00 is the worst part of my job. I could shit rusty nails for a living 
and Majicl00 would STILL be the worst part of my job. If you’ve ever 
worked at any place where you have to listen to a soft rock station, you 
know what I’m talking about. It’s a playlist of about 12 melodramatic 
songs done by about five "artists” and most of them are shitty covers of 
a song that either already sucked without Jann Arden’s help, or--worse- 
-that WAS good until Sheryl Crow or Rod Stewart decided to piss in its 
mouth. 

And the only breaks you get from the shit parade are 
the eunuch DJs whose main personality trait is "non 
threatening”, and the commercials that try to sell 
duvet covers and minivans to the scared, sheltered 
housewives listening at home. 

The bottom line is: being forced to listen to repetitive soft rock 
is fucking torture and I’ve asked my work a million and twelve 
times to stop and they won’t. So I wanna sue them. I know I’ve 
got a good case here. Let me break it down for you: 

1. About 100% of the songs Majicl00 plays regularly are 
so annoying I don’t even wanna be alive anymore. This amounts to 
torture. I am being tortured. That shit’s ILLEGAL. I am a white, Canadian 
male. As such, my government does not condone me being tortured. And 
yet, here I am.... 

I hated these songs the first time I heard them and I hate them (and my 
life) a bit more every time Majicl 00 barfs them in my earholes. Which 
brings me to my next point. 

2. Majicl 00’s playlist is shorter than a Catholic priest’s eyes on a 
schoolyard. Let me ask you a question. If you could fill an eight-hour 
block (minus ads, news and bullshit) with whatever music you wanted to 
play, do you think you’d resort to playing f My Heart Will Go On’ by Celine 
Dion? Twice? No? Then you’re not the cock-slappers running Majicl00. But 
I sure as hell wish you’d take their place. Or at least drag them in the 
street and slap them to death. 


4. As a result, these songs go through my head 24 hours a day. I’m not 
joking when I say I wake up with a Majicl00 song going through my head 
every morning. And when I shower. And when I’m riding the bus to work (I 
don’t own an iPod or anything). Pretty much whenever I’m not listening 
to other music. And that is fucking BRUTAL. Have YOU ever had an Avril 
Lavigne ballad going through your head while you’re wiping out on your 
skateboard in a puddle of oil behind a garage and a startled Mexican 
family looks on from their parked car in helpless concern? I have and it’s 
not cool. 

5. I have complained MULTIPLE times to my work about how much 
Majicl00 is killing me. This is only important because, without this, I 
would have no grounds to sue. 


Alright. So there’s my case. If there are any lawyers out there reading 
this, first of all: Get beat, scumbag. Go get a job where you’re not trying 
to get rapists off, or helping some greedy asshole set another retarded 
legal precedent. Second of all: do you think you can help me win my 
case? 

Aw, who’m I kidding? Let’s get real for a minute here. I’m not about 
to sit through hours and hours of boring courtroom shit. But SOMEONE 
should. I honestly think there’s a strong case here to bring soft rock 
down. If someone used these points I’ve made to sue an employer for 
making them listen to soft rock, and WON, employers would cut that 
shit out. And if bosses aren’t playing soft rock at work, that means soft 
rock stations’ listenership would be cut down by about three-quarters 
overnight; every soft rock station’s main market is workplaces. (Cuz, 
really, who besides Evangelical Christians and the mentally retarded 
listens to that shit without being forced?) 



6. There is (maybe) legal precedence for this 
^ ^-case. I know I either heard about or maybe even 
read about (if it was on the back of a cereal 
box) a case where a guy walked into a Walmart 
MK and shot out all the speakers with a shotgun. They 
arrested him, but he was found f not guilty’ at trial 
cuz it turned out he was an ex-overnight worker 
/ at Walmart, and they found he had been driven 
insane by the repetitive soft rock he was forced to 
listen to while he worked. Which is PROOF this shit 
is harmful to humans. 

(Now, I couldn’t find anything about this case with a quick 
°search on the internet, but I’m sure I’m not imagining it. But 
if I AM, it’s only because I’ve been driven insane by being 
forced to listen to repetitive soft rock.) 


3. Not only are these songs played over and over, they’re tailor-made 
to stick in people’s heads. And this is a huge part of my lawsuit: it’s 
no secret that every one of these "songs” was ENGINEERED to stick in 
peoples’ heads. That’s what commercial pop music is all about. A team 
of writers actually sat down to write each and every one of these singles 
with their pervert heads and notebooks full of years of carefully studied 


Without radio’s backing, this lobotomy-rock would be brought to its 
scabby knees. It’d be the end of all soft rock. And it can happen in 
our lifetime. Ending global warming, poverty and hunger; those are all 
hopeless pipe dreams. First-world governments are working 24-hours a 
day to make sure those problems never get solved. But soft rock... soft 
rock we can bludgeon to death inside a year. Now who’s with me? pir) 
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Hey, here’s a list of stuff that would fuckin’ hurt: 


Snorting a line of powdered glass; 

Stirring a big bowl of razor blades with your tongue; 

Getting raped by a tiger (they have spiky dicks); 

Getting raped by pretty much anything; 

Getting stuffed into a tiny cardboard 9 
box, then having the box lit on ' 
fire, then having the fire beat out 
with spiked mallets; 

Making out with a werewolf; 

Eating a pile of dinosaur teeth 
til you choke and die; 

Doing a naked running dive on 
a gravel lot; 

Getting kicked in the balls by a moose; 

Using your dick as a doorstop; 

Talking to an old man or woman; 

Sitting naked at the end of a bowling lane; 

Listening to people when they say "I just got tested.”; 

Waking up in a tent fire; 

Remove your chin stubble with tweezers; 

Going to Iraq; 

Having sex with a vagina that is actually just shattered glass stuffed into 
a Campbell’s soup can; 


High-fiving the sun; 

Doing a wicked slam dunk, only it turns out the 
net is actually a bear trap and the ball is 0 
actually a bomb glued to your hand Q 
and girls are laughing at you; 

Flossing your teeth with razor wire; 

Going to school and/or church; 

Reading Standard iSsue; 

Being a boy in Girl Guides; 

Slicing your tongue on an envelope, then licking vinegar off a sidewalk; 

Realizing that some people are cool, and you just aren’t; 

Being told you look pregnant, when you’ve got bulimia; 

Getting a glass smashed up 
into your jaw; 

Eating chicken vindaloo, - 
and being told you’re 
actually eating human skin- 
daloo; 

Living in suburbia; 

Giving birth to a shark, 
from your bum; 

Drinking a glass of horse vomit 

Getting shot in the teeth...sideways; 

Snorting hot sauce; 






Having sex with a penis that is actually just 
a sock filled with fire ants and wet 
band-aids you found outside 
the Mission; 


Protesting government 
reforms in Burma; 


Getting 
pregnant; 


some 


girl 


Following your dreams; 

Eating broken glass and Ex-Lax; 


Losing, when you’re used to winning; 

Winning, when you’d rather lose; 

Wearing contact lenses dipped in lye; 

Praying for years, then getting drunk and cheating on your wife in a 
stolen car with your neighbour’s son; 

Going down the Niagara Falls in a barrell with nails poking through; 
Eating a computer; 

When you lose all your friends, and when you reach the end; 
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GARBAG 

WRITTEN BY CARRUTHERS SQUIRE MCLAUGHLIN 



High school. What kind of memories do those two words evoke? For me, what little of those four or five years I remember is fairly terrible. Being 
laughed off of the football team, losing both student council president and prom king elections on account of technicalities (was tricked out of the 
position and suspended from school, respectively) and doing a whole bunch of drugs that probably burned huge holes in my brain. That’s pretty 
much it. 

Here’s some books I found in the garbage that are about high school. 


If his terrible academic prowess wasn’t bad 
enough, he isn’t getting along with his mom! 
And his best friend has a horrible home life! 
What’s a kid to do, trapped in Niagara Falls 
when his father is the creator of a popular 
series of children’s books and gets to drive 
around the country in his R.V.? If only he 
could convince his dad to let him come along 
on some crazy adventures! If only he could 
convince Paul’s dad to lighten the fuck up! If 
only he could get Rachel’s attention! If only 
he wasn’t in trouble at school all the time to 
the point where he joined the track team to 
get that bitch of a principal off of his back for 
once! If only! 

How about this: Your dad’s an alcoholic. Your 
best friend is suicidal. The girl is only inter¬ 
ested in you because of the books your dad 
doesn’t even write anymore. Count your fuck¬ 
ing blessings, Roob. 

How "Real” Is This Book?: 5/5 



Roob’s small penis and inability to retain composure while high. For this, 

I would like to congratulate whoever conceived and created the cover of 
this book for all of the work put into breaking down the horrible walls 
of racism. 


Roob plans to pretend to sprain his ankle dur¬ 
ing the try-outs for the track team so that 
Paul doesn’t get kicked off. Paul jumps into 
the river that leads to a huge waterfall. 

There’s dickhead fathers all around. If that’s 
not reality, then I must have read some sort 
of fantasy-land book, and those are for assholes that wear t-shirts with 
the logos of superheroes on them that make it look like OH CHECK IT OUT 
I’M THE GREEN LANTERN. 


Regardless, somewhere along the way, this 
Jordy kid gets hooked up with Chris. Chris is ev¬ 
erything Jordy is not. Loud, braggadocious and 
too busy having fun to give a fuck about what 
some girl thinks of him. He is also the younger 
brother of a popular high school senior, which 
is probably why he hasn’t gotten his ass kicked for being Chris. Fucking 
ridiculous. 


DON’T WORRY ABOUT ME, I’M JUST CRAZY by Martyn Godfrey 


Plot Synopsis: When you’re Roob, you’ve got plenty more problems than 
just having a really, really horrible nickname. The biggest? Daydreaming. 
That’s all you fucking do! Fucking kids these 
days! Sitting around, not paying attention in 
science class, thinking about being trapped 
on a desert island with that perfect girl in his 
class. Jesus Christ. 


Carruthers’ Note: You may have noticed that 
I’ve reviewed two books by Martyn Godfrey. 
Okay, look. It’s not my fault that I only noticed 
this while I was typing this up. And if I can’t be 
bothered to find my copy of this book to find 
out what the dad’s name is or even if it takes 
place in Niagara Falls, Ontario or Niagara Falls, 
New York, I’m sure as hell not likely to read an 
entire other book about some kids doing shit in 
high school. 

Quite frankly, I don’t owe any of you anything. 

CAN YOU TEACH ME TO PICK MY NOSE? by Mar¬ 
tyn Godfrey 

Plot Synopsis: Imagine in your head for a sec¬ 
ond just exactly what a kid named Jordy is like. 
If you imagined a guy that would love to get the 
attention of some really hot girl but is too much 
of a passive-aggressive milquetoast to have the 
balls to risk his place of school loner, you’ve got 
a pretty good grasp of the main character in 
this book. If the Parisian baby-techno quasi-hit 
f Dur Dur D’etre Bebe’ played in your head, then 
you too probably spent the better part of the 
early nineties in rural Quebec and will have to 
live with that for the rest of your life. 


How Well Does The Book’s Cover Pertain To Its Contents?: 4/5 

There’s really nothing in the book that makes you think that Paul is black 
(or Roob is white, for that matter). Paul doesn’t express an interest in 
the rapping music or stealing a car stereo, just as there is no mention of 


Within days of meeting him, Jordy wishes that Chris had stayed the fuck 
away from him on his way to College Fratboy Wastoid land, as he finds 
himself (at the hand of Chris’ big mouth) in both a bunch of hot water and 
A SKATEBOARD COMPETITION. 

You see, the nosepicking mentioned in the title is not some sort of dis- 








gusting thing that Jordy was probably ostracized for taking part in a few 
months before high school started, but a skateboard trick. I, personally, 
think this book would have sold better if the made-up-for-this-book trick 
(by its description it seems to be some sort of nosestall CHECK IT OUT I 
USED TO SKATEBOARD) was called "shiteating” or "dogfucking,” if only 
for the controversy and school library bannings that would have taken 
place due to its title. [ED’S NOTE--A nosepick IS a real trick , Carruthers , 
y’idiot. Check it out I STILL skateboard.] 

Anyway, this guy Steven, a high school senior (and also the older brother 
of that perfect girl that Jordy wants to stick his dick into) thinks that not 
only is he a better skateboarder than Jordy, but that Jordy hasn’t even 
set foot on a skateboard! Ridiculous! 

Steven is completely right in his accusations and Jordy is scared shitless. 
Why didn’t he shut Chris the fuck up when he had the chance? Jesus 
Christ everyone is gonna find out that he is horrible at skateboarding 
and he will never live this down ever in his entire life UNLESS THERE 
IS SOME SORT OF UNPOPULAR GIRL THAT HAPPENS TO BE AN AMAZING 
SKATEBOARDER. 

Lovely. 

How "Real” Is This Book?: 4/5 


This book was a great way to re-live the pain of busting my fucking an¬ 
kle. 

DON’T CARE HIGH by Gordon Korman 

Plot Synopsis: Have you ever had a really good thing going, only to have 
it all snatched away from you by the powers that be? Then I am sure that 
Paul feels your pain. He had it great way back in Saskatchewan. He had 
friends, the promise of a driver’s license and I’m sure countless other 
things to live for until that evil bitch aunt of his convinced his parents 
to move to New York City. All of a sudden, Paul finds himself in a crazy, 
confusing, mixed-up situation. His next door neighbours are crazy! The 
food all makes his stomach hurt cause it’s spicy! And that’s not even the 
least of it, because he’s been enrolled in a high school where NOBODY 
CARES, except for Sheldon, the only thing close to a friend Paul is able to 
make at this crazy school. Together, they come up with a plan that will 
turn Don’t Care High UPSIDE THE FUCK DOWN. 

Their plan? To make a guy that nobody in the school’s ever heard of stu¬ 
dent council president. 

Yep. 

How "Real” Is This Book?: 2/5 


What was the point of that horrible trip down 
Supressed Memory Lane? To illustrate this 
point: People get tricked into doing shit all 
the time for a goal that may or may not exist. 
Be it doing the dishes so you can get a copy of 
a magazine only to feel like a sucker, or fak¬ 
ing knowing how to skate to impress some girl 
named Marissa only to find that you kind of dig 
the weird girl in schoOH GOD I JUST RUINED 
THE ENDING FOR YOU. 

How Well Does The Book’s Cover Pertain To 
Its Contents?: 4/5 


How Well Does The Book’s Cover Pertain To 
Its Contents?: 1/5 

This is where my biggest problem with the 
book lies. 

1) At no point in the book does ANYONE recline 
on a teacher’s desk with spreadeagle legs and 
a shiteating grin plastered on his face. 

2) The tagline of this book, Things are pretty 
lively now that Paul’s running the school!’ is 
misleading at best. Paul never ran the school 
at any point in this book. 


Jordy (post "cool” makeover with an awe¬ 
some buzzed flattop) and Pamela, the afore¬ 
mentioned unpopular girl, are skating. Jordy’s 
fucking up and Pamela’s laughing at his retard¬ 
ed ass. That’s pretty much what I think about 
when I try to remember plot points from this 
book. 


It would have been far more accurate if the 
cover had a picture of a meek son-of-a-bitch 
sitting nervously at the foot of his bed with 
'Paul sure does bitch his way through tricking 
a bunch of kids into thinking someone is run¬ 
ning the school!’ written underneath it. 



One time, when I was like eight or nine, my father told me that if I did 
the dishes, I’d get a copy of Mad Magazine. Since I liked Mad Magazine 
more than I disliked doing the dishes, I went ahead and did them. My dad 
gave me a fiver and told me to go 1) to the convenience store down the 
street and 2) nuts. But when I got there, there 
were no copies of Mad Magazine. I was fuck¬ 
ing bummed. I did all that work for nothing. I 
trudged along home and walked into my room. 

My dad was sitting there with that month’s 
copy of Mad. He told me he had bought it ear¬ 
lier in the afternoon and asked the cashier, a 
friend of his, to hide the rest of the copies 
they had for the rest of the day. What a dick. 

I mean, I got what I had worked for, but that 
was beside the point. If you’re reading this, 

Dad, I have one question: Did it make you feel 
like a big man to pull one over on a fucking 
eight year old? 


According to the back cover, this book was based on a high school that 
the author attended once. I, for one, think this is all bullshit. There 
is no way this guy grew up in New York City. The "mischief” that the 
two characters (mostly Sheldon, because Paul 
is one of the most nervous, socially awkward 
characters I’ve ever kicked the shit out of in 
my imagination) get up to is somewhere be¬ 
tween "Planning to freeze a bunch of cans 
of shaving cream and then opening them up 
and putting them in someone’s car but getting 
scared when the guy at the drug store jokingly 
asks 'Whatcha doin’ with all of this shaving 
cream, eh?’ and running away” and "writing a 
note that says 'FUCK YOU’ and placing it un¬ 
derneath the windshield of somebody’s car” 
on the Bad-ass-ometer. 


Carruthers’ Note: I used to skateboard. Not very well, but whatever, 
man, I used to love that shit. Until one day, when I was skating home 
after a night of drinking 40s. I don’t know what I hit, but my skate came 
to a halt and I rolled over. All of my weight hit my ankle and it fucking 
snapped. According to the doctor, I broke one bone and part of it pushed 
another bone out of its socket. I got as much morphine as I could ever 
want in a five day period and a plate and two bolts that will probably be 
under my skin until I die. 


Or maybe 'This book is really shitty!’ 


Carruthers’ Note: I guess you could say that I "DON’T CARE” to read this 
book ever again! 

oh god i’m in way over my head here 









THE MILLION 



It’s not fair to have to write an introduction for M$M, they don’t need one. 

SEVEN YEARS. THREE SINGLES. TWO ALBUMS. TOURS OF CANADA, US, & EUROPE. 


Seriously, these guys have outlasted people, bands, venues, and trends. They’re a punk rock institution in Ottawa, and one day a 
monument of their figures will be built on Bank Street. 


Begin... 




IAN: I’ve known you guys since high school, but I think you 
could tell your own story better than I. From TOKEN into 
M$M, how did it all start? 

STEVE ADAMYK, GUITAR: Lee [ Ostler , original guitar player 
for the Marxists] and I had played in bands together for years 
[Token, Handicap 5]. I’d joined Token with Lee and Johnny 
[0, bass for M$M] when they reformed in 1998, so we’d been 
used to playing together for some time. More or less an ex¬ 
cuse to get blasted, be assholes and beat the shit out of each 
other. Once Token’s days were numbered for good, the void 
still needed to be filled. We started jamming as what would 
become the Marxists in summer f 01 when Tim [Ostler, drums] 
was merely 17. Luke [Nuclear, lead vox] joined as our singer 
that fall, and the rest is history. 


right, this was the show that A) Johnny kicked his girlfriend 
in the face by accident, attempting to nail dudes who were 
throwing beer at him because he had a brand new set of bass 
strings on, and B) My Marshall head fell off stage and broke 
and C) some maniac in the crowd smashed a bottle over his 
own head. 

IAN: You guys record all of your own songs; that blows my 
mind. The sound and production is pristine. What’s the 
sound you guys set your marks to? 

DAVEY: Mostly Johnny decides what happens, other than us 
ritually sucking his behind... 



IAN: Just out of curiosity, have you guys done interviews 
with other Ottawa rags? Have there been any other inde¬ 
pendent punk rock 
zines in the Marxist’s 
lifetime? 

STEVE: Mostly on¬ 

line, but Long Gone 
Loser from Australia 
and DGOD in Montreal 
come to mind. 


IAN: What’s Ottawa 
to you guys? I’m 
sure you love and 
hate the place at the 
same time, but you 
guys have all decided 
to stick around here. 
What is it about this 
place? 

DAVEY QUESNELLE, 
GUITAR/KEYBOARD: 

Ottawa has allowed 
me to make friends 
for the first time, also 
join a hockey league, 
which Sudbury would not. 


JOHNNY 0, BASS: Actually, we only recorded the first record 
[Give It A Name] ourselves, not including the vocals and the 
mixdown which was handled quite capably by Al P. at Chemi¬ 
cal Sound (as well 
as Phillip Shaw Bova 
at Bova Sound for a 
couple of the tracks). 
Five recordings from 
our first EP were 
also used on Give It 
A Name... those were 
recorded and mixed 
in their entirety at 
Little Bullhorn Pro¬ 
ductions with Dave 
Draves. 


Same for the 7-inches. 


Luke and I simply 
recorded the music 
(not including the EP 
tracks) in my parents’ 
basement... though I 
think the album gets 
much of its charm 
from the lo-fi con¬ 
straints that came 
with recording onto 
an 8-track cassette. 


TIM OSTLER, DRUMS: I used to take Ottawa for granted, but 
after traveling through the States and Canada pretty exten¬ 
sively, I have a new respect for this city. There’s some real 
shitholes out there that I could care less about ever going back 
to. Of course my family and closest friends all live here, with 
few exceptions, so that’s incentive to stay, but I think a lot of 
people just overlook how clean and safe this city is. 

IAN: Ottawa talk: what’s your favourite show you guys ever 
played in Ottawa? 

DAVEY: Me, personally: Man Man, oh my gosh, we got to play 
with that silly band and they knocked our asses off our collec¬ 
tive seats. They rule way more than any band that we’ve ever 
played with! 

STEVE: Probably St. Patty’s Day f 03? Johnny had just returned 
from BC to rejoin the band and the night was full of chaos. I 
have an audio recording of the set, so whenever I need a good 
laugh I toss it on. Heinously terrible. If memory serves me 


The second record [Zero Culture] was completely recorded, 
mixed and mastered by Phillip Shaw Bova at Bova Sound. I 
simply sat around eating De Rienzo sandwiches while he slaved 
over our music... and for that I got a producing credit. 

[/] just wanted to make sure all the people who worked on our 
records got their due... whether they wanted it or not. 

IAN: The first record on Gearhead was often compared to 
the high-octane 90’s kinda sound of bands like the New 
Bomb Turks, the Humpers, and Electric Frankenstein, which 
are all really good comparisons, and to great bands. Do you 
guys feel like you got nailed down to that sound by a lot of 
people? 

DAVEY: I don’t feel that way because they never mentioned 
any of those bands when I joined. I thought we were an Enya 
cover group. Somewhere between Yanni and Kenny G. 








STEVE: Completely. I never thought it was very accurate 
either. We obviously love all those bands, but if anything I 
thought we sounded more like a lot of mid 80’s punk rock with 
a Stooges twist. I mean, fuck, The Hellacopters? How anyone 
could compare us to them blows my mind. Listen to the solos 
on Give It A Name. They’re probably the worst thing ever. 

IAN: I’m not trying to be negative, but it seems as though 


IAN: I find the Seeing Eye single and the Stumble album move 
into some edgier territory. The songs get more intricate, with 
more complex composition. I want to evolve! and I know you 
guys do. What’s the direction you wanted to pursue with the 
most recent stuff? 

DAVEY: Thanks to me, I opened the band’s eyes to other music 
than the Birdman lot... Thank you to the band for letting me 
play you Fugazi for the first time.. 

STEVE: Give It A Name 
wasn’t representative 
of our band when it was 
released. By that point, 
those songs were two 
years old! I don’t think 
we ever intended on 
being a straight forward 
punk rock’n’roll band. 
Shit, listen to the last 
two tracks ['Hold Me’, 
'Le Shake’] on that re¬ 
cord (that were unfor¬ 
tunately shit-canned to 
the end of the record) 
and I think it’s clear we 
had already begun pro¬ 
gressing. 


IAN: Alright, I wanna 
know some of your fa¬ 
vourites: show, tour, t 
shirt, comment, morn¬ 
ing meal, night in the 
van... c’mon and let us 
in on the details! 



most people are pretty numb, and scared to form their own 
opinions. Do you think that the big attention you got last 
year at SXSW and from Rolling Stone was a mixed blessing? 
I mean it’s great, but sometimes nerds wanna keep their 
secrets hush, you know what I mean? How did that work out 
for you guys? I wasn’t at SXSW, but I heard from RELIABLE 
sources that your sets were insane! 

DAVEY: You know what? We were drunk. We also apologize for 
Tim’s behaviour. And Steve’s. 


TIM: My favourite tour, 
and I think I speak for 
everybody, was the five 
weeks in Europe. The 
booze was free and we 
had a good tour manager/roadie/driver named Jan, who busted 
our balls when we needed to get shit done. Oh yeah and we 
didn’t have to drive ten hours to get to a show that was four 
hours away in a broken barbecue that smelt like a turd smoth¬ 
ered with barbecue sauce. 


JOHNNY: Pillow walker, Nanaimo slut, Adolf’s Haircut?, Check 
this out I’m Czech!, The Hawk, Punk+Rock=Shows, Fught dis 
plaiiice!!! 


STEVE: I think I’ve slept-walked/pissed/screamed in at least 
JOHNNY: Are you calling us nerds? If you are, then you are a fj ve different countries. Also, to the girl in Germany who stole 
far better judge of character than I thought! my jacket: You’re fuckin’ over! 


STEVE: Tough to say. I think you can go back even further to 
the Gearhead signing. 


We definitely skipped a few steps most bands take. We never 
had a buzz, because our first real release was on a reputable 
label for that genre. It surprised a lot of people and probably 
pissed a few off too. SXSW/Rolling Stone were just the icing on 
an already existing turd-cake when it came to that. 


IAN: Now I’ve heard rumours of you guys playing your last 
show. Say it isn’t so? 

DAVEY: Thank god! There is no reason for this band to go on 
unless Luke takes his shirt off at every show; which is not going 
to happen. 


JOHNNY: I think we’re over evolution and have moved more 
towards spontaneous combustion. 


End. 





“NIRVANA” BY MIKE LADEROUTE 







BE BAD - VISION CORRECTION 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

These guys headlined the Standard iSsue #2 launch party, and the 
show ended about 30 minutes into their set when the drummer 
barfed all over the drum kit mid-song. Which is actually pret¬ 
ty shitty of me to bring up (no pun intended), cuz I’m sure it’s 
not the poor guy’s favourite memory or anything. His favourite 
memory is probably a birthday party, or something to do with an 
attractive lady. But definitely not going into diabetic shock and 
barfing all over his drum kit in front of 60 paying strangers. But 
I bring it up (pun intended that time) cuz it was kind of epic and 
awesome in a weird, awkward way. And cuz I have more to say 
about that show than this album. Nothing on Vision Correction 
really grabs me. It’s a decent bit of punk rock, but I don’t ever 
find myself jonesing for a listen. If you wanna listen to some 
Be Bad, grab their split 7” with Attack Mode instead. That’s a 
good one. There’s even a song on there ('Ruin Your Life’) that 
sounds kinda like Wrangler Brutes. And anything that sounds 
like Wrangler Brutes sounds like awesome. And the Attack Mode 
side’s pretty good too. Kind of dark rockabilly spazz punk, if I 
remember right. But this isn’t a review of that split 7”; this is a 
review of Vision Correction and, unfortunately, it only gets 2.5 
out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: I hate to be a downer, cuz these 
guys really don’t deserve such a shitty review, but there’s some¬ 
thing about silver on black that really bugs me. I don’t know 
what it is, but it always has and this album art is ALL silver on 
black. I tried to look on the bright side (the inside of the fold-out 
is a photo of three naked people doing a Satanic ritual floating in 
space), but I just can’t do it. Sorry, Be Bad. 3 out of 5. 

TURBONEGRO - RETOX 

(Written by Carruthers Squire McLaughlin) 

The other night, I was at a party at Ben’s 
V « place. Somebody put Apocalypse 
Dudes on the stereo and everyone 
went Tuck yeah!’ They did that be¬ 
cause Ben is a good judge of character 
and won’t let anyone stupider than him or 
I into his apartment. 

I got into a conversation about said band with 
some fellows I know. They kept insisting that 
Apocalypse Dudes is the only Turbonegro re¬ 



cord worth listening to. I can’t really remember what I said but 
I’m sure it involved the phrases 'kneejerk reaction’ and Tuck you 
shut up’. It all culminated in them grabbing random passersby, 
saying "Party Animals” and getting a response of "oh, awful al¬ 
bum.” 

What the fuck? Sure, not all of the songs are great, but every 
Turbo album is gonna have its clunkers. Hell, even Apocalypse 
Dudes has 'Monkey On Your Back.’ 

I mean, yeah, Party Animals wasn’t that great, but 'awful’? Songs 
like 'All My Friends Are Dead’ and 'Wasted Again’ are classic Tur¬ 
bonegro. They would not sound 
out of place on either of the two 
albums that came before them. 
These fucking Norwegians can 
write a song or two. 

Which brings us to Retox. Get 
ready to have everyone and their 
older, cooler brother tell you 
that the new Turbonegro sucks 
and that there’s only one album 
by them that they should own. 
And, if you’re smart, you’ll get 
ready to tell them to shut the fuck up because it’s a solid album 
with songs about getting handjobs, being kinda fat (and how it 
straight up rules) and other killer shit that comes from being the 
best mixture between the Stooges and Judas Priest you could 
ever imagine. 3.5 out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: The cover kind of looks like 
it’s a young kid that’s just getting into Turbonegro and being initi¬ 
ated into a jugend, which apparently involves staring into a huge, 
blown up picture of Hank’s eyes until you fucking crack. The rest 
of the artwork looks like a binder that belongs to a metalhead in 
high school: all sorts of badly drawn pictures of motorcycles and 
naked chicks and shit. I think it’s cool, but I’m ready to hear 
some guy yammer on about how cliche it is at some party in the 
future. I would be like 'whatever dude it’s called an opinion’ 
but at least I’ll be fine with the fact that I’m not at some party 
where everyone just fucking makes internet references all night 
like a big ol’ dorkus malorkus jamboree (sorry, I am just venting 
about a shitty party I accidentally fell into a few weeks back). 
3.5 out of 5. 









SHELLAC - EXCELLENT ITALIAN GREYHOUND / 

QUI - LOVE'S MIRACLE 

(Written by Carruthers Squire McLaughlin) 

There’s something I noticed about the last issue of S.i. No, not 
how gay it is. Well, yeah, I guess I noticed that too. Shut up. 

Every time we talked about some band we liked, the words 'Shel¬ 
lac’, 'Jesus Lizard’ and 'give them a fucking blowjob’ kept com¬ 
ing up. It was ridiculous that all, like, two people kept referring 
to the same two bands over and over. 

But, you know what? Fuck you. We dig cool music that shows 
like a bazillion more emotions than whatever those fags are call¬ 
ing 'emo’ nowadays. Oh oh oh your girlfriend left you so now you 
gotta wear so much eyeshadow that it looks like somebody liter¬ 
ally beat me to the punch? Well, Albini has been talking about 
killing people since before your parents made the mistake that 
came to be called you and David Yow’s been fucking shit up since 
you were shitting it the fuck up in your pants (okay cut me some 
slack for that last one; it’s late and I’m not as high as I was like 
half an hour ago). 

You might be saying 'you guys are living in a nostalgic paradise 
where you can only remember the cool music that came out.’ 
Well, fuck you again. You’re gonna have to tell me what the 
problem with that is. If I gotta spend six days a week looking for 
some new band that’s gonna knock my fucking socks off so hard 
that I gotta buy new socks with their band logo embroidered on 
them, you have to at least give me the Sabbath to forget about 
all of the shit I had to put up with while enjoying a beer or four 
with some friends that I call 1000 Hurts and Goat. 

Are the new albums as good as those ones? Not so much, no. But 
that’s okay. I’ve already got those albums; I don’t need to pay 
for them again. It’s still some heavy shit and the Qui album’s got 
a cover of probably the only good Floyd song. Hell, not even hav¬ 
ing some geek bullshit like Strong- 
bad’s voice on the Shellac album 
ruins it for me. Mostly cause Ken 
Nordine and the guy that does all 
of those movie voiceovers come 
right the fuck in afterwards and 
fix everything up. You know, the 
guy that’s always like IN A WORLD 
WHERE NOTHING MAKES SENSE and 
shit. He’s totally on the Shellac 
record. 

And you know what? As much as 
these albums might seem medio¬ 
cre when you consider the precedents set by the people on them, 
there are hundreds of bands out there that would kill for songs 
as solid as the ones here. Who else have stayed this consistant 
and relevant over the years? The only other folks I can think of 
are the Melvins. Have I said 'leaders of all men’ in this review 
yet? No? 

Leaders of all men. 4 out of 5 / 3.5 out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: If you dig on greyhounds, then 
the Shellac album is right up your alley. There’s an excellent 
Italian one on the cover surrounded by fruit and a pretty killer 
drawing of a bunch of stampeding greyhounds inside. I could 
take it or leave it, really. The Qui album, on the other hand, is 
kind of ridiculous? Who uses skywriting anymore? What kind of 


pantywaist fairy would use that shit on, for example, an album 
cover, or maybe even wedding photos? 3.5 out of 5 / 2 out of 5. 


THE FUCKING AAACHINES - 
SEXY TIMES LP 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

I really gotta get my act 
together and buy a decent 
turntable and some decent 
speakers to go with it. All 
me and Nina have to play vi¬ 
nyl on is a little 43-year old 
speaker/table combo that 
was made so little girls (who 
are now old ladies or dead, I 
guess) could listen to albums 
with cute boys on the cover. Every time I buy a CD, I can’t help 
but think about how much I’m gonna regret not having bought 
the vinyl once I can finally afford a decent system, but every¬ 
thing sounds like fucking death on this piece of shit 'Pickwick 
International’ jobby we’ve got. Enter Sexy Times by Ottawa’s 
own The Fucking Machines. This 13-track masterpiece brings you 
12 inches of '80s-style hardcore so sloppy and dirty, it wouldn’t 
sound any more or less rad if it was spun on a BMX wheel with a 
broken bottle for a needle. So it sounds good even on MY junk 
turntable. If you like your shit heavy and catchy, dumb and awe¬ 
some, smart and fast, this is your party-in-a-can right here. 4.5 
out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: I don’t like it when albums 
covers have one artist doing the front cover and another doing 
the back cover. Even if they’re both awesome. It’s like watch¬ 
ing an episode of Jeopardy! and having it switch over halfway 
through to footage of two manatees fighting to the death. Both 
shows are awesome, but c’mon, man: who won Jeopardy!, 
y’know? 2 out of 5. 


FUCKED CORPSE - APPLE MEAT/RISING TIDE 7” 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

All the kids loooove Fucked Corpse, man. And unless you’ve been 
living under your mom’s butt, you’ve probably been to at least 
one of their shows and had a good time. But in case you HAVE 
been living under your mom’s butt (or aren’t blessed/cursed 
enough to live in beautiful Ottawawesome) I’ll fill you in. Fucked 
Corpse is Ottawa’s own pop/noise/thrash club with a mislead¬ 
ingly heavy name. Their shows are parties and they’re some re¬ 
ally good guys (two of them contribute to the glory-pile you hold 
in your hands right now, so you know that A: they’re real rad guys 
and B: I’m biased). And this 7” right here is their first release. 
Alright. Enough gobbledy-gook. Is this thing any good? 

The B-Side on this two-track single is a whole lot better than the 
A-side. 'Apple Meat’ (that’d be the A-Side, kids) is an alright 
piece of noise-pop that grew on me a bit after a few spins, but 
never really sunk its claws in me. 

'Rising Tide’, on the other hand, lulled me into a trance with its 
warm opening organ riffs, then used its crashing drums to blow 
my veins wide open and ride right in them on the back of its 
quick n’ deadly little bass line. It was like getting raped by her¬ 
oin. Now I’m hooked pretty bad on this psychedelic garage-punk 
shouter. There’s no such thing as listening to this track once. 

So I’m giving this uneven little single a 3 out of 5, pretty much 
ALL for the B-Side. If you do the math--well, first of all, you’re a 










square--but, second of all, you might say that technically means 
I’m giving 'Rising Tide’ a 6 out of 5. Yeah. I am. Deal with it. 
The track smokes like 15 cool kids in the bathroom, what the hell 
am I SUPPOSED to do? 3 out of 5. 


A review of the album’s art¬ 
work: The Fucked Corpse 7” 
cover is a screen-print done 
in a bunch of neon colours, 
basically of a mouth with a 
ton of tentacles shooting 
straight up out of it, with a 
couple of bloodshot eyeballs 
peeking out. That weird eye 
muscle-goop stuff (y’know, 
the slimy stuff that always 
trailed behind eyeballs in 
skate graphics from the '80s) 
turns into a speech bubble coming from each eye; the left one 
says 'FUCKED’, the right one says 'CORPSE’. The whole thing’s 
about as perfect as Scarlet Johanson’s everything. Jesjit Gill did 
it and you can even check it out on his website at jesjitgill.com, 
but the scan doesn’t really do it justice. 5 out of 5. 

BLACK LIPS - GOOD BAD NOT EVIL 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

I guess this zine wouldn’t be too hip if it didn’t include a favour¬ 
able review of the new Black Lips, huh? 4.5 out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: What, I gotta do this too? 
What’ll it take for you kids to believe we’re not square? 3.5 out 

of 5. 

HAM ON RYE - A NOVEL BY CHARLES BUKOWSKI 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

I know, I know: if you wanted to hear about books, you’d have 
gone to class today instead of hiding in the ravine reading Stan¬ 
dard iSsue. But it’s not everyday I manage to finish a book, so 
just bear with me, alright? 

I’d put off reading Bukowski for a long time cuz people kept say¬ 
ing to me "oh, you must really love Bukowski”, so I assumed I’d 
hate it. Fuck, am I an idiot sometimes. I finally read this book 
and I laughed my balls off and grew newer, better ones in their 
place. This is basically just a bunch of hilarious anecdotes in 
chronological order of Bukowski’s childhood and teen years, dur¬ 
ing and around the Great Depression. 

It’s chock-full of foul-mouthed kids chasing girls, getting into 
fist fights with their gym teacher and boozing like it’s going out 
of style. This book should be required reading for grade-school 
kids. Not Black Beauty or 
Sweet Valley High or what¬ 
ever the hell they have 
those poor suckers reading 
these days. I don’t think 
they even let them read The 
Outsiders anymore. And as 
far as greasers getting into 
rumbles goes, that book was 
kinda soft. 

C’mon kids: don’t spend 
your childhood updating 
your Facebook and choosing 




what haircut to get next; spend it doing cool shit like smoking 
joints in the graveyard and giving each other regrettable tattoos 
with India ink and sewing needles. 

Neither of those things happened in this book, but still, a lot of 
other cool shit did, and I actually wanna read it again. 5 out of 
5. 


WEEDEATER - GOD LUCK AND GOOD SPEED 

(Written by Mike Laderoute) 

Some time ago (I’m too lazy to Google the date), a band from 
California produced one awe-inspiring, sturdy, makes-the-Great- 
Wall-of-China-look-like-a-pussy, sonofabitch of an album. The 
album was so good that the record company decided to shelf it. 
The band was Sleep and the album was Dopesmoker. If you’re a 
fan of Dopesmoker or what Matt Pike has done since with High 
On Fire, then you’ll love God Luck and Good Speed. Weedeater 
are a band that sound like they stole all the shit out of Sleep’s 
tour van over a decade ago and haven’t bothered fucking with 
the dials. That low end, l’ve-never-heard-of-treble, thick-as-the- 
planet-earth, stays-crunchy-even-in-milk, wall of guitars sound 
that made Sleep Sleep has found a good home with Weedeater. 

I mean, even the parallels between the words 'Weedeater’ and 
'Dopesmoker’ are so blatantly obvious that you’d have to be 
idiot, or incredibly high, not to notice. But all this "borrowing,” 
whether blatant or not, is by no means a bad thing. In fact, I 
think we’d all be dealt a great service if more bands followed 
suit. 

Now pass me the skull bong. 4.314 out of 5. 

A review of the album’s artwork: I would give the art 1.5/5. 
It’s nothing spectacular. There is an almost admirable lack of 
effort. It’s not bad. But it’s not good either. If it were something 
trendy, arty or even eye-catching, it would make me believe that 
whoever designed it had no idea who the band was. 1.5 out of 
5. 


LIVING WITH TIM OSTLER 

(Written by Steve Adamyk) 

In my 27 years on this pitiful planet, I’ve had my share of 
unique roommates. I’ve seen it all. You have your close friends, 
book worms, bullshit jocks etc. Some are lazy and completely 
unmotivated. On the other hand, some can be anal, overbearing 
and demand a lot of attention. In this respect, Tim Ostler requires 
very little. 

We moved into the third floor of a house in Centertown back in 
October. It’s the poor 23-year-old’s first time on his own, so as 
you can imagine the dude is rather psyched. Being one of my 
best friends, I still didn’t know what to expect. I honestly figured 
it could go either way, but would most likely be killer fun. We 
have similar interests that include, but aren’t limited, to the 
following: 

-Punk Rock, Girls, The Somerset Beer Store, Records, Listening to 
Punk Rock Records, 1 for 1 Pizza, Making out with Girls, Throwing 
Pilons in the Canal, Having Girls over to drink beer while making 
out and listening to punk rock records, Kicking over newspaper 
boxes at 4am, Tom Green’s Freddy Got Fingered, Fantasizing 
about beating the shit out of endangered animals, Jay Reatard’s 
Blood Visions on LP, B-B-Q Chips, Geography. 

What more could you possibly ask for in a roommate? 



Tim spends much of his time ripping my CD collection to his 
computer and playing Bully for PS2. He’ll usually fall asleep sitting 
upright in a chair in the living room at least twice a week, and 
also enjoys passing out drunk on the kitchen floor with the oven 
on (with frozen pizzas on top of the oven, not quite making it in). 
The kitchen is always stocked with copious amounts of chunky 
soup, canned tuna and some sort of potato chip. Surprisingly, we 
keep a rather clean pad. We’re not overly 
filthy humans and we present ourselves 
well, so the place is far from a sty. For some 
reason, he has a deep-ridden hatred for this 
fat, grey squirrel that will come visit anyone 
smoking on our fire escape. He hates that 
fucking squirrel. 

Tim loses points for the following: Buzzing 
up on numerous occasions at 5am drunk 
because he can’t get his keys to work in the 
front door, then subsequently throwing his 
keys in the street only to have me find them 
the next day; leaving old poutine trays on 
the front steps; shitting before he gets in 
the shower and leaving it there; making food and breaking shit 
in the kitchen at 5am; leaving his jacket on the stairs two floors 
down from us. 


(Written by Ben Jensen) 

My general rule when it comes to music that ISN’T the old NBA on 
NBC theme is: "No vocals, no me gusta”. But I like this HRSWHIP 
(pronounced: "horse whip”) stuff Dave Secretary sent me. 

Dave’s an ex-member of Van Johnson, the main dude behind Black 
Actors, and one of the best drummers Ottawa’s ever been ditched 
for a filthy, downtrodden city in China (Dave 
now lives in a filthy, downtrodden city in 
China). His HRSWHIP project is basically 
some drum-heavy, post-punk, mostly 
instrumental stuff (it’s got SOME vocals 
thrown in), with harsh-ish guitar tones. It’s 
pretty intense; every track sounds like the 
score to a hopped-up knifefight, and it’s all 
real paranoid. 

If you’d told me this was a dense, mostly 
instrumental album with complicated shit 
flying all over the place (which this album 
IS), I’d be about as likely to wanna check 
it out as I would be if you told me it was 
a recording of Dick Cheney humping. But I gave it a couple of 
listens, and goddam if it didn’t somehow just jump right into my 
bag of dicks. This album rules. 4 out of 5. 



HRSWHIP 


Overall, one can’t really aspire to much more from a 23 year old 
rocker. There have been numerous trips to the beer store around 
the corner to return bottles, and missions to get slices from 1 For 
1 Pizza on Saturday afternoons. More to come. My advice? Find 
one Tim Ostler. Turn on. Recharge. 4 out of 5. 

HRSWHIP - VINDICTIVENESS 


A review of the album’s artwork: I’ve tried SO hard, but I can’t 
for the life of me figure out exactly what the hell I’m looking at 
here. I think I can make out a couple of those chess pieces that 
look like horses. Other than that... I dunno, a telephone pole? 
I let you slide on the whole 'instrumental’ bit, Dave, but this 
album art is too much. Shit’s about as tough as a Magic Eye. 2 
out of 5. 



“ALICE” BY MIKE LADEOROUTE 



























POO TRANSPLANTS! 

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY BEN JENSEN 


Diarrhea is junk. It’s a scientific fact that diarrhea is the number 
one worst thing that can ever happen to you in your lifetime, not 
including being gang-raped, getting buried alive, being savagely 
beaten, dying a horrible death, seeing your parents have sex, or 
a whole lot of other terrible shit that can happen to a person. 

And sometimes people get it REAL bad. There’s this superbug 
called Clostridium difficile that spreads mostly in hospitals. If 
you get it, it goes right for your bowel. Which isn’t such a big 
deal if you’ve got an ample amount of GOOD bacteria in there 
to balance it out and keep it from making your life a living hell. 
But if you DON’T have enough good bacteria in your bowel--say, 
by having taken an antibiotic (such as Clindamycin) that has the 
side effect of wiping out normal bacteria--you can get a colon 
infection called Pseudomembranous collitis. And if you’ve got 
that, you can look forward to pissing hot mud out your ass at 
least 40 times a day for the rest of your life. That’s right. I said 
AT LEAST 40 times a day. 

And as much as it sucks running to a toilet to spray scalding hot 
shit into it every ten minutes, the unfortunate side symptoms 
probably suck more: so much poo activity leads to a chafed and 
raw ass. Your ass’ll look like a dehydrated alligator’s face. Your 
skin just can’t take that kind of punishment, and it starts to 
break down. This, paired with an obscenely punishing case of ring 
sting makes your life a living hell. 

And oh yeah, in extreme cases, it can kill you. If you don’t like 
dying embarrassing deaths, try not to get P collitis. 

So basically: P collitis is a horrible, horrible thing and 
the list of people who deserve to get it is restricted 
to war criminals, child-molesters and James <P 
Blunt. 

So what can people do if they get it? 

If you didn’t read the title of this article, I’ll tell 
you now. They can get a big ol’ fashioned poo 
transplant (AKA a "fecal transfusion” or "fecal 
bacteriotherapy” or a "human probiotic infusion” if 
you wanna be a big nerd about it). 

Poo transplants have a whopping 90% success rate, but most 
hospitals are real uptight about doing them, cuz they’re 100% 
gross. If you ever had to give someone a poo transplant, you’d 
wanna barf on a kitten. 

So here’s how to give YOURSELF a poo transplant. 

-First off, you need a donor. Doctors who are willing to 
administer the procedure collect four or five days’ worth of poo 
from a potential donor (who’s usually a close sibling or relative) 
and test it thoroughly for things like Hepatitis and HIV before 
going through with the transfusion. But you’re doing this thing 
yourself. And you don’t have all sorts of crazy test tubes and pie 
charts and thermometers lying around--so how the balls are YOU 
supposed to test it? 


of medical school. It’s cuz that shit’s for eggheads and nerds, and 
also squares. Just choose a buddy who seems pretty sure he’s 
clean. Besides, diseaseless-ness isn’t the most important factor 
in choosing a donor: you wanna focus on choosing someone who’s 
not gonna razz you for the rest of your life about the time his 
poo was in your ass. Who needs that? You need that like you need 
chronic diarrhea--and that’s exactly the shit you’re trying to get 
RID OF. Better to choose the friend whose tongue turned black 
and fell off after he got it pierced in prison. That guy’s not gonna 
be able to tell ANYONE. Besides, the doctors say he’s not even 
gonna be AROUND much longer. Bonus. 

-Next, get a blender. Just a regular ol’ kitchen blender’ll do. 
But listen: you’re gonna be using it to mix human shit, so don’t 
use the one you make your smoothies in. Buy a used one you can 
throw out or give to charity after you’re done. Or use James 
Blunt’s. And in case you’re some kind of PRETENTIOUS self- 
poo-transplanter, this kitchen blender route isn’t as ghetto as 
it sounds; the real doctors who give poo transplants ALSO use 
a kitchen blender. Or, at least they get some poor nurse to use 
one. 

-Now blend the poo. But first, mix some salt into some water. 
That right there is what the doctors call a "saline solution”. 
Now, dump your donor poo into the blender and pour the saline 
solution on top of it. You only need enough saline solution to 
liquify the poo, so start off small and add to taste. Hold that lid 
tight and hit "blend”, or "go” or whatever the fuck blenders say. 
Let f er rip until the poo is consistently liquified. Chunks are 
» only gonna upset you later. 

-Pull down your pants and kneel with your face and 
shoulders on the ground and your ass in the air. Cuz 

that’s the position you get into when you’re gonna 
give yourself an enema. And you’re gonna give 
yourself an enema. A poo enema, to be exact. 

Now, when you’re buying your home enema 
kit, don’t be swayed by the flashy, celebrity- 
endorsed enema brands (I happen to know 
Big Brother-/ Jackass’s Dave Carnie prefers 
Fleet brand enema kits, and Laura Bush swears 
by ColonPro); just get whatever’s cheap and gets the job done. 
Hell, use a rolled up betting sheet and some old Hot Wheels 
tracks if you got 'em. 

Do whatever you gotta do to get that enema kit "hooked up”. 
That stage of the process is between you and your god. Then, 
pour the contents of the blender into your enema*. (*That’s the 
politest way to say: "Then, pour your buddy’s liguified shit into 
your asshole.”) 

-Finally, have the worst night of your life. The last step is to 
leave the donor poo inside you overnight. This gives the good 
bacteria from the transplanted poo a chance to cling to your 
bowels and kick some of the C difficile out. 

And that’s it. You’re cured! Just like that. Think of all the money 
I just saved you on Pepto Bismol! 



You aren’t. There’s a REASON you didn’t go through seven years 
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ottaWHAT’S UP! 

EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW TO NOT BE BORED 

WRITTEN BY BEN JENSEN 


Hey, kid. Do ya like BANDS? Do you like going to see bands play? And maybe wear a band’s t-shirt? Y’know, to let other guys know 
what cool bands you like to listen to? 

Well, what the kids want, Standard issue’s got! This little section’s gonna be in the back of every single shitty issue of this mind- 
bendingly awesome (only lame) zine, to keep you up to speed on the births, deaths, album releases and bowel movements of 
Ottawa’s best bands, and also on other rad shit going on. Which isn’t easy to keep track of; for a city of only about a million people, 
Ottawa’s had enough awesome bands in the last couple years alone to fill Biggie’s coffin. Unfortunately, most of those bands are dead 
like Biggie too. But not nearly as popular. 


Let’s do this thing! 

We’ll start off with some good news: despite some murmurs 
about calling it a day, local hard-rock meets hardcore heroes 
SLEEPING PILOT (sleepinspilot.com) decided they’re gonna 
live to flail around and scream a little longer. They’ve even got 
seven or eight new tracks that they’ll be "releasing soon in some 
format, most likely another hand-made demo style thing”. And 
they’re gonna start playing shows again soon too, so protect your 
beer and your balls in whatever order you see fit. 

Pilot’s lead vocalist, Scott Birdwise, has also been playing 
bass in a new band called PSYCHIC HOTLINE (myspace.com/ 
psychichotlineband), and everyone keeps saying they sound 
like the bands that were on Dischord in the '90s. My Dischord 
knowledge pretty much starts at Minor Threat and ends at Fugazi 
(which SOUNDS good, but there’s nothing in between), so I’m 
just gonna assume the people saying this know more about music 
than me and are right. Here’s all I can contribute: this band 
has melodic female vocals (from LES ALLUMETTES’Jordanna 
Marchand and DEATH MARCH VOLUNTEERS’ Amy Brander), a 
prominent bassline, and kind of a Sonic-Youth’s-more-accesible- 
stuff kind of sound. Anyway, I saw their first show, and they were 
pretty damn happenin’. 

Unfortunately, Psychic Hotline’s FIRST show was also QUEBEXICO’s 
(votequebexico.tk) last, which sucks if you’re me, cuz that means 
one of your all-time favourite bands is in the dirt. Fortunately, 
though, Quebexico is resting in pieces: singer Chris Swimms, 



and drummer Steve Sidoli moved to Toronto to join bassist Jon 
Schouten where they all started up TEEN ANGER ( myspace.com/ 
teenangerrr), a garage band with an awesome name and a lady 
bass player. Those guys have a cassette out on a cool little record 
label that Jon and Steve started up called TELEPHONE EXPLOSION 
RECORDS (myspace.com/telephoneexplosionrecords). See the 
sidebar for more on that, alright? Quebexico/MILLION DOLLAR 
MARXISTS guitarist Davey Quesnelle has still got his increasingly 
popular MALE NURSE (myspace.com/maUnurse) solo thing 
going, and he’s got a new EP out called Tigerzs that comes with 
destroyingly awesome cover art by a young unknown named Ben 
Jensen. You can pick copies up at any of the millions of Male 
Nurse shows that take place any given month. 

Davey, Mike Laderoute, and Jay Rasia (who also happens to be the 
drummer for Psychic Hotline and--as well as the aforementioned 
Mr. Laderoute--was in the late great ROBOT KILL CITY with Davey) 
started up the mighty B’lTALIAN (myspace.com/bapositalian), 
whose Fugazi-meets-Shellac-getting-sucker-punched-and- 

molested-by-the-Jesus-Lizard sound has earned them the right to 
be the official band of Standard iSsue Fagazine. These guys live 
in two cities now, so don’t expect them to play all that often, 
but definitely download their soon-to-be-independently-released 
EP off their MySpace page. That’s cheap and easy enough for you 
greaseballs, right? 

Here’s a typical story from the cold, hard streets of Ottawawesome: 
some guys started an awesome hardcore band, played about as 
many shows as Def Leppard’s drummer could count on his fingers, 
then called it a day. All inside one year. The end. 

That story was real. Those guys were Emmanuel Sayer (BURIED 
INSIDE, SEDATIVES) on vocals, Dave Williams (CONFOUND, 
Sedatives) on guitar, Chuck Saso (METZ, THE GREY) on bass, and 
Hayden Menzies (METZ, The Grey) on drums, and that band was 
LAST COMMUNION (lastcommunion.blosspot.com). Hopefully 
you got to see them with your own balls--EYEballs, that is-- 
but in case you didn’t (and even if you did), you can hear their 
entire unreleased EP over at their gravesite, I mean website, 
and it’s awesome. A LOT awesome. Black Flag-meets-Husker Du 
awesome. 

If you’ve been hanging on my every word, A) you’re going places, 
kid; and B) you probably noticed that two of the dudes from Last 


SLEEPING PILOT 
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QUEBEXICO 


Communion are/were also in METZ ( myspace.com/metztheband). 
METZ sounds like Si favourites Drive Like Jehu, Shellac and the 
Jesus Lizard. They play about as loud as those three bands 
combined, and they have a light-up drum kit. So seeing them 
live is like going to awesome church. Anyway, when two of them 
(drummer Hayden, and vocalist/guitarist Alex Edkins) moved to 
Toronto and bassist Chuck stayed in Ottawa, women, children 
and infirm men started getting scared that METZ were over. 

Well, I’m here to tell you they’re not. They’ve got a new bass 
player named Chris Slorach, who’s from MONEEN and ABANDONED 
HEARTS CLUB, so I guess he’s kind of a big deal. Hayden says he’s 
working out real well cuz he’s "such a bromosapien”. He also says 
METZ is just taking it easy right now, writing and recording, and 
they’re gonna be playing Ottawa again "soon after New Year’s’’. 

METZ weren’t the only scavengers to pick over Last Communion’s 
bloated corpse: Ian Manhire (from Calgary’s Suicide Wrists and 
The Cryptomaniacs, among others--he recently moved back to 
Ottawa after about seven years in Calgary) and Steve Adamyk 
(MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS), swooped in and grabbed Dave and 
Emmanuel to form a new garage punk band called SEDATIVES 
(myspace.com/sedativesedatives). Check out their MySpace to 
let their "marginally-talented instrumentalism and painfully- 
good looks quench your thirst for moody, upbeat punk rock whilst 
leaving your trousers pissed and your fist pumped”. 

These guys just finished a speedy little recording session over at 
Capital Rehearsal Studios (check out their amazing new website 
over at capitalrehearsal.ca), by the way). As of this writing, the 
first-day results are pretty raw, but they’re sounding good. You 
can check some of them out on their MySpace page. Form your 
own opinion, but as far as I’m concerned, all signs are pointing 
to "rad” for these two EPs. 

Since he got back, Ian’s been keeping real busy shaking Ottawa 
up with all sorts of wild projects besides THE SEDATIVES. He’s 
already released the first issue of his zine, Going Gaga (which, 
I’m not afraid to tell you, is EASILY the second-best zine in 
Ottawawesome) and has a second on the way sometime later 
this year; he’s contributing to Standard iSsue (the BEST zine in 
Ottawawesome); and he’s organizing a festival for April. It’s gonna 
be called GAGA FEST and the line-up is looking INSANE. If you’ve 
been a real shitbrick and have slept on all these dangerously 
good new bands that’ve been popping up, this three-day garage/ 
punk party is gonna be your chance to play some serious catch¬ 
up. So don’t blow it. You’ll be tagged a socially-crippled retard 


for the rest of your life if you do. 

Oh yeah, Ian’s also got ANOTHER band. They’re called THE WHITE 
WIRES (myspace.com/theewhitewires- -don’t forget that double- 
’e’). Ian plays guitar and sings, Luke Nuclear from the Million 
Dollar Marxists plays bass and sings, and Allie Kat from a local all 
female retro-rock band (they play Sonics covers and shit) called 
THE FELINES (who I’d never heard of before, so shows what I 
know) plays drums. Those White Wires kids have no recordings 
yet, so you’ll have to take a chance on 'em live if you wanna 
know more. 

Or maybe you can check out the White Wires interview on OTTAWA 
EXPLOSION (ottawaexplosion.blogspot.com), one of those new¬ 
fangled "weblogs” the kids are so cock-hard for these days. I’m 
not normally one to condone these things, but this new one’s run 
by Emmanuel (Buried Inside, Sedatives, one of the ROCK & ROLL 
PIZZA PARTY dudes), and it’s got little reviews/photos of good 
shows and bands, and gets you wise to cool shit coming up. 

Most recently, it turned me on to THE VISITORS (myspace.com/ 
thevisitorsarecool), an Ottawa powerpop trio I’d never heard of. 
They just put out their own album and four of those tracks are 
up on their MySpace for the cheap and curious to scam. Two of 
the tracks are sung by a dude. Those ones (including a Daniel 
Johnston cover) are pop-punk (easy, cowboy; the good kind, not 
the Sum 41 kind) with a bit of a r 50s sound, kinda like Clorox 
Girls. The two tracks the chick sings are a little heavier, without 
losing their pop edge, and she’s got an awesome voice. 



LAST COMMUNION 


Ottawa Explosion isn’t the only game in town, though; there’s 
a bunch of new local zines and blogs popping up, including 
TEMPORARY LIVING (temporaryliving.blogspot.com), Dave 
Williams’ new online zine. This one’s basically a collection of 
essays by people in various punk scenes talking about their early 
punk experiences and shit. Kind of like The Wonder Years but 
more punk, and more difficult (cuz Daniel Stern’s not there to 
read it FOR you). Issue #1 of this badboy is up now, and it’s 
definitely worth reading. 

Another one that’s not done yet, but seems to be ready to come out 
soon, is HOW TO RUIN EVERYTHING (howtoruineverythingzine. 
blogspot.com) by a kid named Matt Firmer. This one’s a hardcore 
zine set around a mix tape format. Every issue, he’ll get someone 
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FUCKED CORPSE 

from the hardcore scene to put together a mixtape and talk about 
the songs. The 20-or-so copies that make it to print will actually 
come with a mix tape. Anyone who snoozes and loses can read it 
online and download the tracks there. 

Speaking of ROCK & ROLL PIZZA PARTY: since it’s been kicked 
out of its regular spot at Babylon to make way for yet ANOTHER 
hip-hop night, a lot of people seem to think it’s over. It’s not. 
It’s just moving a few blocks over to the Bytown at 292 Elgin St., 
starting on Valentine’s day. In case you’ve been in a coma, Rock 
& Roll Pizza Party is one of the best nights in Ottawa. The DJs 
play "punk rock, power pop, glam, new wave, 50’s/60’s rock, 
rockabilly” and more, a lot of the time they have sweet bands 
opening the night, and there’s not only FREE COVER, but FREE 
PIZZA too. Yes, you ARE a dope if you never go to this thing. 

Pour a tall can of Pabst on the sidewalkforTHE FUCKING MACHINES 
( thefuckingmachines.net , myspace.com/thefuckinsmachines), 
cuz Ottawa’s favourite double-vocal assault, f 80s-style hardcore 
band is dead. But Scott Terry (co-lead vocals for The FMs and 
also a member of ANDREW VINCENT AND THE PIRATES, BANDITAS, 
CAMP RADIO and MIGHTY EAGLE BAND, and an owner of SPACEAAAN 
MUSIC on Gladstone) has a couple of bits of good news: first off, 
he says The Fucking Machines are gonna try to crawl out of the 
grave at least once a year to play a show; second, he says he’s got 
"a new thing going with two ex-PHANTOM SHIFTERS dudes (Ryan 
and Greg Kerr, Dave Martindale) and Julia, the bass player 
from TOKYO SEX WHALE, and we’re going under the moniker 
MAGNIFICENT BUTCHERS.” So keep an ear out for that. 

Also, it might be too late to jump into the old man mosh pit at 
a Fucking Machines show anytime soon, but you can still pick up 
their 7” and their 12” at good, independent local shops like End 
Hits, Vertigo, Birdman Sound, Sounds Unlikely, Compact Music 
and Legend Records or--if you wanna be a douche about it--you 
can order it at HMV where you’ll probably end up paying more 
and be forced to listen to Bedouin Soundclash while you order 
it from some teenage clerk who thinks hardcore is about men’s 
capris and squealing like a cranky retard. 

In other f fuck’ band news, local party heroes FUCKED CORPSE 
( myspace.com/xfuckedcorpsex) recently lost a couple of 
members to other cities/continents, but Tobin Dalrymple, multi¬ 
instrumentalist and vocalist (just like all the other guys in FC), 
says they’re still around--for now: "We are still going strong 


without Shub [Roy] and Craig [Proulx], though we miss them 
like crazy - Shub is even helping out with the newest album. 
Right now we are recording Sports Alley - a 12” record with about 
four new songs and a pretty etching on one side by Seri Pop. 
Craig [was] back from UK for a few days, and [laid] down vocals 
for the new album. 

"Pat [Egan] is still a whiney bitch and he continues to get naked 
and fall-down drunk at every practice (even Sunday mornings/ 
especially Sunday mornings) ending each jam by puking on 
himself and crying about his life as a grocery clerk.” 

While he was in the UK, Craig also managed to score Fucked 
Corpse a distro deal over there, and Wire magazine wrote their 
Apple Meat 7” a good review. Also, an Eastern US tour with stops 
in "NYC, Brooklyn, Baltimore, Philly, etc...” is in the works for 
the end of summer. 

But it’s not all good news for Fucked Corpse: that tour’s gonna be 
a break-up tour, cuz most of their members are moving away this 
summer, including Tobin. 

Here’s some more shitty news for you: Tobin’s being evicted from 
59 ARGYLE, one of Ottawa’s most popular basement show venues 
(and his home), cuz "the old landlord sold the place to turn the 
whole block into yuppie condos. So we are getting kicked out.” 

This is bad news for Ottawa’s vibrant basement scene, cuz that 
means not only is 59 Argyle getting shut down, so are its flanking 
neighbours 57 ARGYLE and the infamous 61 ARGYLE, who were 
both also fully committed to turning their homes over to local 
and touring punk bands and the hordes of drunk, sweaty kids 
anxious to see them play in a cheaper, more direct and loose 
situation. Ottawa’s punk scene (especially the under-agers who 
otherwise don’t get many chances to see a lot of good shows-- 
ie: shows you can drink booze at) owes a huge favour to the kids 
running the Argyle house shows. Nobody owes ANYTHING to guys 
who tear down decent old houses to make yuppie condos. Except 
maybe a slap in the cock. 



SWEET JANES 


Let’s get back to some good news. THE GUNSMOKE (gunsmoke. 
catmyspace.com/thegunsmoke) play rockabilly, straight up and 
down, and they’re real good at it. That’s cuz they’ve been honing 
their skills for a few years now. But nobody’s been able to own 
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that goodness yet... until soon. Those guys are coming out with 
a three-track 7” (two songs and one little instrumental piece). 
It’s gonna be called Darktown and you'll be able to pay money 
for your very own copy in February or March--around the same 
time The Gunsmoke are gonna be getting to work on their first 
full-length. 

Let’s end this thing on a high note. Let’s end it on HOLY COBRAS 
(myspace.com/holycobras). Holy Cobras are one of the best new 
bands to come out of Ottawa since The Sweet Janes--who just so 
happen to be the band that died on the table when it gave birth to 
the Holy Cobras (most of the Cobras are Ex-Sweet Janes). Before 
they called it quits, Sweet Janes were doing some of their best 
shit, incorporating a bad-ass, f 50s Rock f N’ Roll element to their 
f 60s garage/’70s punk sound. And that’s exactly where they’re at 
now that they’ve gone Holy Cobras. They’ve been playing regular 
shows, and they’ve already got plans to release a cassette called 
Get Your Hands Off My Stuff on Telephone Explosion Records, and 
now they’ve got a brand new drummer: Johnny 0. of The Million 
Dollar Marxists. 



THINK ABOUT LIFE at 59 ARGYLE 


* * * 


And, oh yeah. Hate to ruin the ending to the MILLION DOLLAR Holy hell, that’s it. We’re done. That took me forever. If you’ve 
MARXISTS ( miUiondoiiarmarxists.com , myspace.com/ got any bands or anything you think should be "reported” on in 
milliondollarmarxists) interview for anybody who hasn’t read it this section next issue, e-mail jensen_ben@hotmail.com. 
yet, but those guys broke up. They’re over. 




AN INTERVIEW WITH STEVE AND JON FROM TELEPHONE 
EXPLOSION RECORDS 

Real magazines--like Time and Thrasher-- have sidebars. Just to show you how 
"real” Standard iSsue can get, here’s a sidebar about that boss little cassette- 
only record label Steve Sidoli and Jon Schouten (who were in Quebexico but are 
now in Teenanger) started. It’s called Telephone Explosion Records (myspace.com/ 
telephoneexplosionrecords) and, when prodded, this is what those guys had to say 
about it. -- Ben Jensen 

WHY DID YOU GUYS DECIDE TO START TELEPHONE EXPLOSION RECORDS? 

We wanted to do the Teenanger demo on a cassette and from there we just kept 
getting drunk and asking bands to put out tapes. Some of them agreed. 

WHY CASSETTES? 

They’re cheap, a bit weird, and you get that beep-noise at the beginning. 

DO YOU THINK YOU’LL EVER HAVE ANY NON-CASSETTE RELEASES? 

Right now we have absolutely no money for a non-cassette release and really no 
desire to do so. 

APART FROM THE WHOLE CASSETTE THING, WHAT SETS YOU GUYS APART FROM 
OTHER LABELS? 

Steve has really long eye lashes which allow him to design and see things most 
individuals can’t. Oh yeah, and when you buy one of our tapes, you can go online 
and download the entire thing for free off our site. 




WHAT HAVE YOU GUYS GOT COMING UP? 

Holy Cobras - Get Your Hands Off My Stuff in February; Quest for Fire - Live - 
March; Ugly Stick - "TBA” - March; Nymphets - "TBA” - Spring; Demons Claw’s 
- "TBA - Spring 

ANYTHING ELSE TO SAY? 

Party On? 












Train now as CRYSTAL METH 

LAB 




Crystal Meth is sweeping the nation - and the Entire World - by storm! Kids, geezers, 
backwater hicks, businessmen, ravers, and trust-fund gutter punks are all tweaking 
out on it. 

Created in Japan by chemist Akira Ogata in 1919, crystal meth has been utilized 
for many purposes. It has turned fatties into non-fatties, yuppies into junkies, and 
at-risk youth into low-cost street hookers. It has torn families apart, and helped Hitler 
maintain his steez. And now it can make you RICH!!! 

If you are between the ages of 11 and 65, you can get into the business of producing 
and selling Crystal Meth NOW - regardless of your present position, training, 
income or mental stability. Opportunities are growing throughout North America. 

Be a part of this once in a lifetime opportunity!!!!!! 

Crystal Meth Production and Distribution requires: 

- Sudafed - Spoons 

- Coffee Filters - Concrete Floor Cleaner 

- Muriatic Acid - Foil 

- Apositive /'can do" attitude - A great big SMILE! 

Immediate placement service is available free of charge upon course completion. Training begins at home. 


CRYSTAL METH LAB TRAINING 

Standard Issue Schools for Ulterior Motives, Inc. Dept CM-666 
1125J E. Dingy Wheel Cir., New York, NY 10006 

/ would like more information regarding this program. 

Name_ 


Phone_ 

Education 


_State_ 

_Age_ 

Hours Worked 


What's the Sketchiest Thing You've Done for $20?_ 


METH AD BY KYLE PELLET 
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